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I had last seen him as a flag in air,
A battle banner bidding men out-dare.
Now he lay dead ; old, old, with silver hair.

I had not ever thought of him as old ...

This hurt me most: his sword-hand could not hold

Even the cross upon the sacking-fold.

They had a garden-close outside the church
With Hector's grave, where robins came to perch.
When I could see again, I went to search

For flowers for him dead, my king of men.             10

I wandered up the brooklet, up the glen :
A robin watched me and a water-hen.

There I picked honeysuckles, many a bine
Of golden trumpets, budding red as wine.
With dark green leaves, each with a yellow spine.

We buried him by Hector, covered close
With these, and elder-flower, and wild rose.
His friends are gone thence now : no other goes.

He once so ringing glad among the spears,

Lies where the rabbit browses with droppt ears      20

And shy-foot stags come when the moon appears.

Myself shall follow, when it be God's will;
But whatso'er my death be, good or ill,
Surely my love wiU burn within me still.

Death cannot make so great a fire drewse ;

What though I broke both nun's and marriage-vows,

April will out, however hard the boughs :
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